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voice of his beloved son; the companion
of his youth, who would gladly have
rejoiced in his success, can wait for him
no longer j the wanderer may indeed
return, but the scenes of his youth look
dark., and his spirit cannot then rejoice
in the longed-for greeting of unchanged
affection, or the well remembered smiles
of once dear, and familiar faces. Mean-
while, the sojourner in the east, has him-
self acquired a weight of years, ill calcu-
lated to aid pleasurable enjoyment; his
views, all subtending towards the distances
of life, have afforded little pleasure to the
passing hours, have garnered few self
satisfactions to gild his declining age;
and the fruition of such hopes, too fre-
quently bring little in their train, but
querulous repining, unrelished self-indul-
gence, and a distaste for, and depreciation
of the rational pleasures of existence.

This picture, dark as its features may
appear, is, I think, not too highly coloured.
That it possesses truth of delineation, must